"And how is it going?" asked Jean-Frangois.

"Fine," said the man. "The gendarme patrol passed up above.
The Bodies aren't numerous enough and they don't know the
country. They trust the customs."

"What about the customs?" asked Jean-Frangois.

"What about it?" said the man. "It's damn good! I'm the
customs! I'm die officer for the whole sector."

"I'll say it's good!" said Jean-Frangois.

He put the bludgeon back into his pocket.
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Sparks of bluish fire rose above the water, flickered and dis-
appeared. Jean-Frangois saw the signal and was on his feet at the
same time. Almost immediately, on the path that led from the
road to the bottom of the cove, he heard heavy, awkward steps.
The silence was such that the sound of each of these steps seemed
to Jean-Frangois to resound through the whole of France. He
pressed the handle of his bludgeon and removed the safety-catch
on the revolver he had in his pocket. His orders were to assure
the departure at all costs.

After a few moments two shadows appeared and began to glide
across the sand.

uGet aboard," said one of them.

Jean-Frangois recognised the Bison's voice.

He pushed the boat into the water, keeping it as close to shore
as he could, and used all his strength to steady it.

In spite of this the passenger got on board so clumsily that he
nearly caused the skiff to capsize.

"He certainly wasn't trained in the free corps," thought Jean-
Francois impatiently. He got the skiff back on an even keel and
seized the oars.

"Good luck, chief," the Bison whispered.

Only then Jean-Frangois remembered who the awkward pas-
senger was. And the inexperience which the latter had shown
before the elements struck him as infinitely touching and respect-
able.

"If he was like me he wouldn't be the big chief," said Jean-
Frangois to himself.
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